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One 


Author's Notes: 
Nm very busy this school year with new projects, clubs, classes, etc, so updates may be few and far 


between. [Nm always planning my next moves, though. 


The sun has long since gone down in Los Angeles, bringing with it the promise of another bitterly cold night (in 


more ways than one). 


He cracks open the bottle of red wine and pours himself a generous draft, making sure it will be enough to 
ease the ever-present tension in his heart and mind. There isn't much to do that doesn't involve "the new 
album" at the moment. He's just won a Grammy. Ten years ago, that wasn't even concerning to him, let alone 
so damn terrifying as it is now. He's pissed at himself for being so naive back then and being so scared right 
now. He knows in the back of his mind why he's cursing one of his biggest achievements: The heat has been 
turned up again. Too high, too fast. He knows what happened the last time someone asked for more than he 
could give. The thought has haunted him day and night. 

"Top that, Henley." 


In need of some mindless drivel to drink to, he absentmindedly turns on Letterman. Dave's distinctive voice 


cuts through the silence like a knife. That knife flies through the room and straight into his chest. 
"After the break, we got Glenn Frey. 


The sentence causes him to spill his wine all over himself like an incompetent child. He scrambles up from his 
chair, spooked by his own clumsiness and what he thinks (knows; he can't fool himself anymore) he has just 
heard. Don Henley, one time angry, untouchable young man, has been effectively reduced to standing in a puddle 
of red wine; literally and figuratively drenched in sorrow and booze as a result of one seemingly innocent 


sentence. 


The wine isn't his only problem now. Glenn's on next. 


Two 


Author's Notes: 
Finally got Chapter 2 finished. Here you gol 


The songs had been coming to him just fine for quite some time now. He felt like he'd done what he'd set out 
to achieve in the beginning of his career. He was finally living up to both his and the public's dizzyingly high 
standards. He argued that he didn't need Glenn anymore. He'd made it over five years without him, and had 
done quite well to boot. Not that Glenn needed him anyway. He has an album on the way, while Don's struggling 
with the same problem that nearly dragged them under a decade ago: What the hell do we do now? 


He missed Glenn's near instantaneous ability to turn some lyrics on a legal pad into a cinematic work. The thrill 
of it drove Don mad; they had succeeded in bringing a rough vision of the song to life. If that happened 
without much hindrance, they had something pretty damn good. He missed Glenn's knack for telling you when 
something was shit. The connection and magic they had enjoyed as a songwriting team had earned them nods 


to McCartney and Lennon as one of the best in rock rr roll. 


But success brought pressure and great expectations. The combination was a loaded gun, pressed into their 
backs, waiting to cut them down with a quick squeeze of cold, hard metal. The suits running the record 
company didn't give a damn about "the creative process". They cared about the music, all right. The gold 


records and the sound of cash in their pockets was music to their ears. 


The struggles recording The Long Run had chipped away at their friendship until the glass shattered under 
pressure and the misshapen shards of broken glass embedded themselves in each others‘ stomachs. It's a 
terrible analogy to make, but it illustrates the pain of facing the end of your livelihood, trying to stop the 
bleeding and failing. Being doubled over in pain, scowling while tears prick the back of your eyes, waiting for the 


end to come that couldn't be avoided. 


He told a reporter their relationship had disintegrated because "we stopped communicating, and that's death." 
For the sake of the band, they couldn't afford to be friends. They were business partners tasked with keeping 
a company both together and productive, while dealing with their own personal shortcomings as they went and 
struggling to better their best. lt was no way to have to handle a situation. It was do or die by this point, and 
something had to give. Don was the chief writer and lead singer by this point, yet conceded control of the band 
to Glenn. Undoubtedly lonely at the top of the mountain, Glenn was simply sick of being hated. 


Three 


Author's Notes: 
It's been a long time! 


"Hey, uh, Don? I'm calling it quits" Point fuckin’ blank, 


Glenn had never been one to avoid what needed to be said. He'd made it as quick as he could, as if he and Don 


could pretend that the bomb hadn't finally been dropped after all 
"You mean the ban-" 

"Yeah, ¡Fs over. Im done. Gonna make a solo album, go my own way, you know?" 

The static on the line told him that no, Don would never know, would never understand 
al Bender 

"Maybe. you should too" 


Some nightmares never end. 


Letterman again snaps him out of his thoughts, announcing "Ladies and gentlemen, Glenn Frey.’ 


He looks good, he decides. Glenn's not worried about projecting the same cocky invincibility Don himself failed to 
maintain after the band split. He looks genuinely happy, yet smooth and charming as always. Time away can do 


wonders for a person. 


Strikingly familiar chords echo from the TV; so familiar, in fact, that Don shot forward in his chair to make 


sure he wasn't dreaming. He's not-Glenn is singing Desperado. Damn him. 


He watches all the way through to the end. He hates to admit it, but Glenn does a respectable job with the 
song. He gets up to switch off the TV when he hears Glenn explaining something further: "Well, | wrote this 
song with Don Henley, and-" He flicks off the TV in exasperation. The bastard probably had a gut feeling Id see 
this. 


Burning with long-suppressed emotion, he walks away and releases the breath he's been holding for five years. 


